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to torn in another direction, but his horse had
lost her head? lie could not control her, and she
was rushing right upon them. He saw a Tatar
with a red beard on a grey horse approaching
him. The Tatar uttered a shrill cry and gnashed
Ms teeth; his musket was all ready.

"Well" thought Zhilin, "I know what you
are, you devils; if you take me alive you'll put
me in a dungeon and whip me. Ill not be taken
alive."

Zhilin was small of stature, but he was brave.
Drawing his sabre, he urged his horse straight
at the red-bearded Tatar, thinking to himself,
"I'll either ride down his horse or fell him with
my sabre/*

But Zhilin never got up to the Tatar horse.
They fired upon him from behind with their
muskets and shot his horse. She fell to the
ground with a crash, and Zhilin was thrown ofi
her back. He tried to rise, but two strong-smelling
Tatars were already sitting upon him, and twist-
ing his arms behind his back. He writhed and
wriggleds and threw off the Tatars, but then
three more leaped off their horses and sprang
upon him, and began beating him about the head
with the butt-ends of their muskets. It grew dark
before his eyes, and he began to feel faint. Then
the Tatars seized him, rifled his saddle-bags,
fastened his arms behind his back, tying them
with a Tatar knot, and dragged him to the sad-